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Didst them but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou v ouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words 


riatter and praise commend extol their graces 
1 hough ne er so black say they have angds 

faces 

That man that hath a tongue I say is no man 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman 


Cease to lament for that thou canst not help 
And studv help for that which thou lament st. 

1 ime is the nuise and breeder of all good 
Much is the force of heaven bred poesy 

Tor Orpheus lute was strung with poets sinews 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones 
Make tigers tame and huge leviathans 
1 orsake unbounded deeps to dance on sands 

The more thou damin st it up the more it burns 
The current that with gentle murmur glides 
Thou know st b'ung stopp d impatientiv doth rage 
Hut when his ‘'air course is not hindered 

sweet musurtf ith fh enamell d 'stones 
Gi\ing a gentle kiss to ever} sedge 



He o\ ertaheth m his pilgrimage 

And so bj many winding n oh he stiays 

With willing spoil to the wiM ocean 

The Merry Wives of Windsor* 

Tie on sinful fantasy * 

1 le on lust and luxury * 

Lust is but a bloodv fire, 

Kindled with unchaste cicsire, 

I ed in heart, w hose flames aspire, 

As thoughts do blow tl cm higher and higher* 

Measure For Measure. 

IIca\ en doth w itn us as we w ith toi cb a s do 
Not light them for themselves for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us tweie all alike 
As if we had them no Sp nts are not finelv tou lid 
But to fine issues noi Nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence 
But like a thrifty goddess she determines 
Hu self the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use 

As surfeit is the father of much fast 
So every scope by the immodeiate use 



\ l n \ i 

f 0 

v i a cc < s I^i-Sho 

Turns td restraint Our natures do pursue— 

I ike ratlfthat rawne down their proper bane — 

A thirsty evil and w hen w e drink we die 

Now , as fond fathers, 

Having bound up the threat mng twigs of birch 
Onlv to stick it m their children s sight 
I or teiror not to use in time the rod 
Becomes more mock d than fear d so our 

decrees, 

Dead to infliction to themselves are dead 
And liberty plucks justice bv the nose 
1 lie baby beata the nurse and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum 

e must not make a scarecrow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the buds of prey 
And let it keep one shape till custom Uiake it 
Their perch and not their terror 


Well believe tins, 

No ceremony that to great ones longs 

I\c t the king s crown nor the deputed sword 

The marshal s truncheon nor the judge s robe, 

B come them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does 
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O 1 it is excellent 

To have a giant’s strength, hut it is tyiannous 
To use it like a giant. 


Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder , nothing but 

thunder, 

Merciful heaven 1 

Thou rather with thy shai p and sulphurous bolt 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak 
Than the soft myrtle but man proud man, 

Drest in a little brief authority, 

Most ignorant of what he s most assur d, 

His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep , who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh moital. 

Authority, though it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine m itself 
That skins the vice o the top 


Can it be 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman’s lightness ? Having waste ground 
enough, 
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Shall \\ e desire to raze the sanctuary, 
And pitch our evils there ? 


O, cunning: enemy, that, to catch a ssmt, 

With smiles dost bail thy hook 1 Most danger- 

ous 

Is tint temptation that doth goad us 01 
To sin in loving virtue 


O place ! O form 1 
How often dost thou with thy ease, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from tools, and tie the wiser souls 
To tin false seeming 1 Blood, thou art blood 
Let’s write good angel on the devil s horn, 

'Tis not the devil s crest 


So pla\ the foolish throngs with one that 

swounds 

Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
13% which he should ic\i\e , and e\en so 
The general, subject to a well wish’d king, 

Quit their own part, and m obsequious 

fondness 

Ciowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs offence 
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Ha ( fie these filthy vices f It wete as good 
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made as to remit 
Their saucj sweetness that do coin heaven s 

image 

In stamps that are forbid tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made 
As to put metal m restrained means 
To mak a a f alse one 

Ignomy m ransom and free pardon 
Are tw o houses law ful mercy 
Is nothing km to foul redemption 

O peiilous mouths ! 

That beai m them one and the self same tongue, 
Eithei of condemnation 01 aproof 
Bidding the law make curt sy to then w ill 
Hooking both right and wrong to th appuite 
To follow as it draw s 

Be absolute for death either death or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter Rea on thus with 

life 

If I do lose thee I do lose a thing 

That none but fools would keep a breath thou 

ait, 



Servile to all the sayev influences. 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st. 
Hourly afflict. Mereh, thou art death s fool , 

For hin thou labour st bi thy flight to shun. 

And jet runst toward him still. Thou art not 
noble , 

For all th,’ accommodations tha* thou bear st 
Are nursd by baseness 1 hou art bj no means 
\ diant 

Tor thou dost fear *oft -and tender fo-h 
Of a poor w orm 1 hy best of rest is sleep, 

And tint thou oft pto\oh st jet grossls fear st 
Thj death, which is no nioie Thou art not 

tli\ self , 

1 or thou exist’st on manj a thousand grams 
That issm out of dust Hnpps thou art not 
For what thou Inst not, still thou stuv st to get, 
And what thou hast, forget st. Thou art not 

certain , 

1 or tin complexion shifts to strange effects, 

Aftei the moon If thou art uch thou rt poor , 
I or like an ass whose back with ingots bows, 
Thou b"ar st thj hta\ j riches b it a journej, 

And death unloads thee l riend hast thou none , 
lo thine own bowels w Inch do call thee sire 
fl he mere effusion of tin proper loins 
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 



30 


For ending inee no sooner, Thou hast nor voulh 
nor age , 

But, as it were, an after dinner's sleep. 

Dreaming on both , for all thy blessed ^outh 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg thee alms 
Of palsied eld , and when thou art eld and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, hmb, nor 

beauty, 

To make thy riches pleasant What s yet m this 
That bears the name of hfi, ? Yet m this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths Yet death ve 

fear, 

That makes these odds all even. 


The sense of death is most m apprehension, 
And the poor beetle, t u at we tread upon, 

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant cues 

Ay, but to die, and go we know not where , 

1 o he m cold obstruction and to rot 
This sensible w arm motion to become 
A hneeded clod , and the delighted spirit 
To bathe m fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling region of thick ribbed ice , 

To be imprison d in the viewless winds 
And blown with lestless violence round about 
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't'he i end ant wot Id , or to be worse than worst 
Of tl ose that lawless and mcertain thoughts 
Imgtn howling tis too horrible * 

The weariest and most loathed wordly life 
That age, acl e penury and imprisonment 
Can h> on natu e is a paradise 
To w hat we fear of death. 

No might nor greatness m mortality 
Can cei su-e scape bach wounding calumny 
1 lie \ hitest \irtue strikes \\ hat king so strong 
Can tie the gall up m the slanderous tongue ? 

There is so great a fe\ er on goodness, that the 
dissolution of it must cure it no\elt> is onlv 
m reqt esc and it is as dangero is to b“ aged 
1 1 an\ 1 ind of cours" as it is m tuous to b“ 
constant in anv undertaking there is sea ce 
tiu h enough nine to male societes secure 
nit secunti cnoug l ti make fellowships acm 
sed Much upon this riddle runs the wisdom 
of the world 


He who the sword of hea\en will b“ar 
bl ot Id '•s hoh as seicre 
Fa rn m himself to know 
Oi^cc to stai d ard \irtue go 
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More nor less to others paying 
Than by seif offences werghmg 
Shame to him whose cruel striking 
Ralls for faults of his own hkmg 1 


O, what may man r ithm him hide 
Though angel on the outw a-rd 1 side * 

How many likeness made m crimes 
Making practice on the times 
To draw with idle spider’s strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial things • 

O place and greatness ? Millions of false eyes; 
Are stuck upon thee Volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrar ous quests 
Upon thy doings , thousand escapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream. 

And rack thee m their fancies 1 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity. 

When it is borne m high- authority 

When vice makes merc\ mercy s so extended, 

That foi the fault’s love is the offender friended. 
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Thev say best men are moulded out of faults, 
And, for the most part become much more the 

better 


Fo , ‘ b^mgf a little bad 


The Comedy of Errors, 

Wh\, headstrong liberty is lash d with woe 
There s nothing situate under heaven s eye 
But lnth his bound, m earth, in sea, In skv 
T1 e o asts the fishes and the winged fowls, 
\re then males subjects and at their controls 
Men more divine, the masters of all these, 
Loras of the wide world, and wild wat ry seas, 
Irdti d with intellectual sense and souls 
Oi mo-e pre eminent than fish and fowl*, 

A'e masters to their females and their lords. 


Thm can be meek that have no other cause , 

A w retched soul, bruis'd w ith adversity, 

\\ e bid b" quiet w hen w e hear it cry , 

But were wc burden d with like weight of pain, 
As much, or moic, we should ourselves 

complain. 

The jewel best enamelled 
\v ill lose Ins beautv , and though gold bides still 
That other*: touch, yet often touching will 
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Wear gold , and no man that hath a name, 

Ry falsehood and corruption doth it shame 

Time is a veiy bankrupt, and owes more than 
he’s worth to season. 

Nay, he s a thief too have you not heard men 

. . say, 

That Time comes stealing on bj night and daj ? 

If Time be in debt and theft, and a seargent m 

the wav, 

Hath he not leason to turn back an hour in a day ? 

Much Ado About Nothing. 

There are no faces truer than those that are so 
washed how much better is it to weep at joy 
than to joy at -weeping * 

What need the bridge much bioader than the 

flood ? 

The fauest giant is the necessity 

Look, what will seive is fit. 

Wooing:, wedding, and lepentmg, is as a Scotch 
jig, a measure, and a cinque pace the fust suit 
is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical , the w eddmg, mannerh -modest, as 
a measuie, full of state and ancient’ y , and then 
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comes Repentance and with his bad legs falls 
into the uncj le pace faster and faster till he 
si ih 1 ito his gra\ e 

Friendship is constant in all other things 
Sa\ e in the office and affairs of lo\ e 
Therefore 11 hearts m love use their own 
tongues 

Let ever> eve negotiate for itself 

And tiustao agent for b^autv is a witch 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood 

Sigh no more ladies sigh no more 
Men were deceivers ever 
One foot in sea ->nd one on shore 
To one thing constant never 
T hen sigh not so 
but let them go 
\nd b \ o l bl the and bonnv 
Cone t n„ all \ our sounds of w oe 
Into Hcv nonm nonnv 
Si g t o norc cutties sin" no mo 
Of du nps so dull aad h avj 
The f au 1 of men w as e\ er so 
bine summer hist was leavv, 

I hen sigh not so 
But 1 t them go. 
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And be 5 ou blithe and bonny, 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

The pleasant st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 

And greedily de\ our the treacherous bait 

The eu'e that will not hear her lamb when it baes, 
will never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Seest thout not what a deformed thief this fashion 
is ? How giddily he turns about all the hot 
bloods between fourteen and five-and thirty ? 
Sometime fashioning them like Pharaoh s sol- 
diers in the reechy painting , sometime like god 
Bel s priests in the old church window , some- 
time like the shaven Hercules m the smirched 
worm eaten tapestry, where his cod piece 
seems as massy as his club 

What we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it, being lack d and lost, 

Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours 
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There was never j et philosopher 
That could endure 'he toothache patiently, 

However they lme writ the st\le of gods 
And made a push at chance and sufferance. 

Men 

C an counsel and speak comfort to that grief 
Winch the\ themseh es not feel , but, tasting it. 

The r counsel tu ns to passion, which before, 

Would gi\c precepml medicine to rage, 

I etter strong madness in a Mlken thread, 

Charm ache with air mid pgOn\ with words 
Iso, no , Us "11 men s ofTLe to speak patience^^-^ 
To those tint \ ring under th° load of sorrow* “t*]; "*• 
But no man s \ irtue to sufficiency 
To be so moral w hen he shall endure 
The like lumself 

Love’s Labour’s Lost. 

All delights are \atn , but that most a am 
Which, w ith pain purchas d doth inherit pam 
As pamfulh to pore upon a book, 

To seek the light of truth , while truth the while 
D nh falsclv blind the csesight of his 1 ok , 

Light seeking light doth light of light beguile , 



3 
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So, ere you find where light m darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep search’d with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders eier won, 

Save base authority from others’ books. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights 
That give a name to every fixed star, 

Have no more profit of their shining nights 
Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know is to know nought but fame , 
And every godfather can give a name. 


Study ever more is overshot * 
While it doth study to have what it would, 

It doth forget to do the thing it should , 

And when it hath the thing it hunteti most, 

’Tis won as towns with fire , so won, so lost. 

So it is sometimes, 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 

When, for fame’o sake, for praise, an outward 

part, 

We bend to that working of the heart. 
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The blood of youth burns not with such excess 
As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 

Folly in fools beai s not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity 

That sport best pleases that doth least know' 

how i 

Where z a al stnves to content, and the contents 
Die m zeal of those w Inch it presents , 

Their form confounded makes most form m 

mirth. 

When great things labouring perish m their 

birth. 


The extreme part of time extremel\ forms 
All causes to the purpose of his speed, 

And often, at his vei \ loose, decides 
That which long process coulJ not arbitrate 
And though the mourning blow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling crurtcsj of lo\e 
The holy suit ulucn fain it a >uld conunce , 

Yet sirce loxe’s argument was first on foot, 

Let not the cloud of sorrow jmtle it 

From what it purpos’d , since, to wail blends 

lost 
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Is not by. much so wholesome-profitable 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found* 

A. jest's prosperity lies in the. ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it, . 


A Midsummer-Night’s Dream. 

' — - — 0 < 

Things base arid vile, holding no quantity, ' 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind, 

Nor hath Love’s' mind of any judgment taste ; 
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste ; * 

And therefore is Love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 
So. the boy Love is perjur'd everywhere. 

Lovers and madmen have such seethieg brains, 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 

Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can bold, 
That is, the madman ; the lover, all as frantic, 



Sees Heleh’s beatuy in a brow of Egypt : 

The poet’s eye, m a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 
heaven , 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns tnem to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination, 

That, if it would apprehend some joy 
It comprehends some bringer of that jov ; 

Or m the night, imagining some feai, 

How easy is a bush suppos’d a beat. 


The Merchant of Venice. 

Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time t 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes 
And laugh like pai 1 ots at a bag oiper, 

And other of such \ megar aspect 

That tbe\ 11 not show then teeth in way of smile 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 


Why should a man whose blood is watm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
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youth, to ship o’er the meshes of good counsel 
the cripple. 

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 

Is like a \illam wi h a smiling cheek, 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart 
O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

If Hercules and Lichas plav at dice 
Which is the better man, the great-r throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand ; 

So is Alcides beaten by his p tge. 

Who riseth from a feast 
With that keen appetite that he sus down ? 

Where is the horse that doth untiead again 
His tedious measures with the unbated hie 
Tnat he did pace them first ? All things that aie, 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a \ ounker or a prodigal 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugged and embiaced by the strumpet wind 1 
How like the prodigal doth she return, 

With over-weadier’d ribs and ragged sails, 

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wmd 1 



25 


Who shall go about 
To cozen fortune and be honouiable 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignitw 
O ! that estates, degrees > and offices 
Were not deriv’d corruptly* and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer* 

How many then should cover that stand bare ; 
How many be commanded that command ; 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour; and how much 

honour 

Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times 
To be new varnish’d ! 

Seven times tried that Judgment is 
That did never choose amiss. 

Some there be that shadows kiss ; 

Such have but a shadow’s bliss. 


So may the outward shows be least themselves t 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt 
But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 

What damned error, but some sober brow 


4 
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Will bless it and appove t with a text. 

Hiding the grossness ruth fair mn-'men‘ ? 

There <s no> vice so simple but assumes 
borne marks of \ irtue on his outv\ ard parts 
How many cowards, w hose hearts are all as false 
As stairs ol s^nd wear yet upon fhew chins 
The beards of Hercules and frov mng Mars, 

Who, inward search d, ha/e In ers v h te as mill 
And these assume but \ alour s eyc~ement 
To tender them redoubted f Look on beauty 
And you sbaM see Us pu ehas d by the weight , 
Which therein w orks a miracle m nature. 

Making tliem hghtest that wear most of it 
So are those ctisped snaky golden lock* 

Which make such Wanton gambols wi‘h the wind. 
Upon supposed fairness often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, 

The skull that bted them, m the ^pulchre 
Thus ornament is but the gulled shore 
To a most dangerous sea the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty , in a word, 

The seemmg truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest 


In companions 

That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love. 
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Fetching mad bounds r bellowing and neighing 

loud, 

Which is the hot conditir n of their b*ood , 

If they but hear perchance a tiumpet sound. 

Or any air of music touch their ears 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze 
By the sweet pow er of music therefore the poet 
D d feign that Oipheus drew trees, stones and 

floods ; 

Since naught so stoekish, hard, and full of rage. 
But music for the time doth change his nature, 
The mail that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not mov d with concord o f sweet sounds, 
Is fit for tieason”, stiatagems and spoils 
The motions of h s spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections daik as Etebus 
Let no such man be trusted 

So doth the greater glory dim the less j 
A substitute shines brightly as a king 
Until a king be by and then his state 
Empties itself as doth an inland brook 
Into the mam of waters 


The crow doth <ung as sweetly as the laik 
When neither is attended, and I think 
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The nightingale, if si e should sing bj day, 

When e\ er\ goose is cackling, w ould be thought 
No better a musician than the wren 
How rnanv things bj season season’d are 
'1 o their right praise and true perfection I 

As You Like It. 

Thus do all traitors : 
If their purgation did consist in words, 

T1k\ are as innocent as grace itself. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity 
Which like the toad ugly and \enomous, 

Wears >et a precious jewel m his head 

All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men end women merely plajers 
The\ lia\e their e its and their entrances , 

And one man m his times plajs manj parts, 

His acts being se\en ages At first the infant, 
Mewling and pukn g m the nurse’s arms 
And then the whining school bov, with hiss tchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwilhngh to school And then the lo\er, 
Sighing like furnace, wuh a woful ballad 
Mnae to his mistress' e\eb ow. Then a solaier, 
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Pull of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous m honour, sudden and quick m quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the 

justice, 

In fair round belly with good capon lin’d, 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 

Full of wise saw s and model n instances , 

And so he plays his part The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slippere’d pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 

His youthful hose well sav’d a world too wide 
For lus shrunk shank and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing, 

Blow , blow, thou winter wind, 

Thou art not so unkind 

As man s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen 

Although thy breath be rude 
Heigh ho * sing heigh ho ! unto the green holly . 
Most friendship is feigning most loving mere 
folly. 
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Then heigh ho I the holly f 
This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, fiecze, thou bitter slsy, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits foigot 
Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not co shaip 

As friends remember d not 
Heigh ho &.c. 

The more one sickens the worse at ease he is ; 
and that he that wants money, means, and con- 
tent, is without three good friends, that the 
property of ram is to wet, and fire to burn , 
that good pasture makes fat sheep, and that a 
great cause of the night is lack of the sun , that 
lie that hath learned no wit bv nature nor art 
may complain of good breeding, or comes of a 
very dull kindred 

Those that are good manners at the court, are as 
ridiculous in the country as the behaviour of 
the country is most mochable at the court. 

Men are April when they woo, December v hen 
they wed : maids are May when they are 
maids, but the sk\ changes when they are wives. 
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Mike the doors upon a woman’s wit aid it will 
out at the casement , shut that, and twill out at 
the keyhole, stoo that, ’twill fly with the 
smoke out at the chimnej. 

The Taming Of The Shrew. 

And where two raging fires meet togethei 
Thev do consume the thing that feeds their fury ; 
Tough little file grows great with little wind, 

Yet extreme gusts will blowout fire and all. 

’Tis the mind that makes the body rich , 
And as the sun breaks thiough the daikest 

clouds, 

So honoui peereth in the meanest habit 
What is the jay moie precious than the lark 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel 
Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

Fie, fie 1 unkmt that threatening unkind brow, 

And dart not scoinful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy lung, thy governor : 

It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 

C infounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds, 
And m no sense is meetor amiable. 
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A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 

And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that ceres for thee, 
And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labour both by sea and land, 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
Whilst thou Iiest warm at home, secure and safe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 

Even such n woman mveth to her husband ; 

Ami when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is site but n foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? 


All’s Well That Ends Well. 

Where an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, 
there commendations go with pity ; they arc 
virtues and traitors too. 


5 
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Love all, trust a f ew ? 

Do wrong to none : be able for thine e~>emv 
Rather m power than use, and keep thv friend 
Under thy own life s key : be check’d for silence. 
But never tax’d tor speech. 


That wishing well had not a body in % 

Which might be felt , that we, the poorer born, 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes. 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 

And show what we alone must think, which 

never 


Returns us thanks. 


Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie 
Which we ascribe to heaven . the fated sky 
Gives us free scope ; only doth backward pull 
Our slow designs when we ourselves arc dull. 

Impossible be strange attempts to those 
That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose 
What hath been cannot be. 


Though honesty be no puritan, yet it will do no 
hurt , it will wear the surplice of humility over 
the black gown of a big heart. 
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’Tis often seen 

Adoption strives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds. 

He that of greatest works is finisher 
Oft does them by the weakest minister : 

So holv writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

When judges have been babes ; great floods have 

flown 

From simple sources ;.and great seas have dried 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most it promises ; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldest and despair most fits. 
Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d. 

It is not so with him that all things knows, 

As Tis with us that square our guess by show; 
But most it is presumption in us when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 

They say miracles are past ; and we have our 
philosophical persons, to make modern and 
familiar, things supernatural and causeless. 
Hence is it that we make trifles of terrors, 
ensconsing ourselves into seeming knowledge, 

' when we should submit ourselves to an un- 
known fear. 



36 

St ange is it that our bloods. 
Of coloui, weight, and h at pourd all togethei, 
Would quite confound distinction, >et stand off 
In Differences so mighty 

1 -om low est place when virtuors things proceed. 
The place is dignified bj the doe s deed 
Where additions swell s, and virtue non<*, 

It is a dropsied honour Good alone 
Is good without a name vdeness is so 
The properly by what it is should go. 

Not b> the title. 


That is honour's scorn 
Which challenges itself as honour s born 
And is not like the sire honours thrive 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
r l ban our foregoers The mere -rord is a slave, 
Debosb d on every tomb on every grave 
A lj mg tropbv, and as oft la dumb 
Wheie dust and damn d oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour d bones indeed, 

A good traveller is something at the latter end of 
dinner but one that lies three thirds and uses 
a 1 nown truth to pass a thousand nothings w ith, 
should be once heard and thnce beaten 
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Twelfth-Night. 


0 spirit of love ! how quick and fresh art 

thou, 

That, notwithstanding: thy capacity 
Received! as the sea, naught enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch soe’er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even m a minute so full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantastical 

There is no slander m an allowed fool, though he 
do nothing but rail , nor no i ailing in a dircreet 
man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

What’s a drunken man like ? 

Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool, the 
second mads him, and a third drowns him. 


Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it for the proper false 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms 1 
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Ho ^ e\ er w e do praise ours eh e 
Our fancie* are more gjddlj and un form 
Mo e longing a\eri ig sooner lost and worn 
Than women s are 

Be not a'ruid of greatness some are born grea 
some achieve greatness and some have grea 
nesa thrust upon them 

I hate ingratitude more in a man 
T1 nn h ng vainness bibbhng drunkenness 
Or anv taint of \ ic a w hose strong corruption 
Inb b ts our frail blood 

In natire there s no blemish but the nund 
None ca 1 o« call d deform d but the unkind 
Virtue is b aut\ but the b auteous evil 
Arc empt> t unks o erfiourish d b> the devil 

The Winter’s Tale. 


How sometimes nature \ ill b»tra> its follj 
Iks tenderness and make itself a pastime 
1 o harder bosoms ! 
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Should all despair 
That have levolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. 


Alack, foi lessei knowledge ! How accurs’d 
In being so blest 1 There may be in the cup 
A spider steep d, and one may drink, depart, 

And yet partake no venom, for his knowledge 
Is not infected , but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make Known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks lus gorge, his 

sides, 


With violent hefts. 


Kings arc no less unhappy, then issue not being 
gracious, than they are m losing them when 
they have approved their virtues. 

As the untaught on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Prosperity’s the very bond of love , 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 
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Every lane’s end, every shop, church, session, 
hanging, yields a careful man work. 

King John. 

That which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done ,* 

And being- not done, where doing- tends to ill, 

The truth. is then most done not doing it. 

The better act of purpose mistook 
Is to mistake again ; though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-burn'd* 

Before the curing of a strong disease, 

Even in the instant of repair and health, • 

The fit is strongest : evils that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil. 


A sceptre snatch'd with an unrulv hand 
Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain'd ; 
And he that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up. 


6 
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Therefore,, to be possess d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before,. 

To gild refined gold, to oamt the lily, 

To throw perfume on the violet. 

To smooth foe ice, or add another nue 
Unto the rainbow or with taoer light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is v asteful and ridiculous excess. 

When workmen sttive to do better than well 
They do comound their skill m eov etousness f 
And oftentimes excusing of a fauSt 
Doth make the fault the woise by the excuse , 
As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. 

It is the curse of femgs to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break withm the bloody house of life, 

And on the w inking of authonty 
To understand a law , to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More Upon humour than advss d respect 

Be great m act, as you have been m the thought ; 
Let not the w orld see fear and sad distrust 
Govern foe motion of a kingly eye . 
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Gives huf the greater feeling to the worse z 
Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lancetb not the sore. 

O ! but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony r 
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent 

in vain, 

; For they breathe truth that breathe their words 

in pain. 

He that no* more must say is listen'd more 
Than they whom youth and ease have taught to 

glose ; 

More are men's ends mark’d than their Jives before. 
The setting sun, and music at the close, 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long past. 

Violent fires soon burn out themselves ; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are 

short J 

He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 
Light Vanity, insatiate coimorant, 

Consuming meais, soon pre>s upon itself. 

He is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-back of death, 
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Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 
Which false hope lingers in extremity* 


Know’st thou not 

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 

In murders and in outrage bloody here ,* 

But when, from under this terrestrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their 

backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 

And nothing can we call our own but death, 

And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones* 
Bor God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings i 
How some have been deposed, some slain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd, 
Some poison'd by their wives, some sleeping 

kill’d; 

All murder’d : for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 



46 


Keeps Death his court, and there the antick sits, 
Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp , 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 

To monarchise, be fear d and kill with looks, 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit 
As if this flesh which walls about out life 
Were brass impregnable , and humour’d thus 
Comes at the last, and with a little pm 
Bores through his castle w all, and farewell king ! 

These external manners of laments 
Are merelv shadow-* to the unseen grief 
fl hat swells with silence m the tortut d souls , 
There lies the substance. 

King Henry The Fourth. 

O — 

PART I. 

If all the year were playing holidays 

To sport would be as tedious as to work , 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d for 

come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions ; oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and vex’d 
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v the imprisoning of unruly wind 
ithin her womb wbi h for e largement 

stm mg, 

hake^ the old bedlam earth and topples down 
teeples and moss grown towe s 

asp cion all our In es shall b° stuck full of eyes 
or treason is but trusted like the fox 
ho ne er so tame so cherish d and lock d up, 
ill have a wild trick of hxs ancestors 

King Henry The Fourth. 
PART II. 

p n n rour ears for which o * vou will stop 
he \ cnt of hearing when loud Rumour speaks ? 
from the orient to the drooping we«t, 

[aung the w ind mi post horse still unfold 
he acts commenced on this ball of earth 
pon mi tongues continual slanders ride, 
he which m every language I pronounce, 
luffing the ears of men w ith fal*»e reports 
sp-ak of peace, w hile co\ ert enmit> 
nd»r tnc smile of ««afetv \ ounds the world 
*nd i ho hut Rumour, who but onlj I, 
lake fearful musters and prepar d defence, 
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Whilst the big: year, sworn with some other grief 
Is thought with child by the stern tyrant of war, 
And no such matter ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures, 

And of so easy and so plain a stop 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads, 

The still discordant wavering multitude, 

Can play upon it 

See, wlnt a teady tongue suspicion hath ? 

He that fears the thing he w ould not know 
Hath by instinct knowledge from others’ eyes 
That what he fear d is chanced. 

He doth sin that doth belie the dead, 
Not he which says the dead is not alive 
Yet the first hunger of unwelcome news, 

Hath but a losing office, and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Rember’d knolhng a departing ft lend. 

We play the fools with the time, and the spmts 
of the wise sit in the clouds and mock us, 

How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this time asleep I O sleep 1 O gentle sleep 1 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have I flighted thee, 
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That thou no more wilt weigh .mv eyelids down 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy 

slumber, 

Than in the perfum’d chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 

And lull’d with sound of sweetest melody ? 

O thou dull God 1 Why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and Jeav’st the kingly couch 
A watch-case or a common ’larum bell ? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperial surge, 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top. 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf’ning clamour in the slippery clouds, 
That with the hurly death itself awakes ? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude, 

And in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie down 1 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 


7 



There fs a history in all men’s lives, 

Figuiing the nature of the times deceas'd - 
The which obseiv’d. a man may piophesy. 

With a near aim, of the mam chance of tnmgs 
As yet i ot come to hte, which irr their seeds 
And weak beginnings i le mti cammed, 
buch things become the hatch and brood of time. 


That man A hat sits ■utbn a monaicb s heart 
And np°ns m the sunshine of his favour. 
Would he abuse the countenance of the king. 
Alack ! What mischief might he set abioach 
In shadow of such greatness. 


A peace is of the natuie of a conquest , 
For then both paities nobly ate subdu’d, 
And neither party losei. 


Will Fortune never come w ltn both hands full 
But write her fair words still m foulest letters ? 
She either gives a stomach and no food 
Such aie the poor, in health , or else a feast 
And takes a \ay the stomach , such are the rich, 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
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How quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object? 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleeps with thoughts, 

Their brains with care, their bones with industry ; 
For this they have engrossed and pil’d up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 

For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, culling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets. 

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with 

honey, 

We bring it to the hive, and like the bees, 

Are murder’d for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. 

It is certain that either wise bearing or ignorant 
* carriage is caught as men take diseases, one 
of another; therefore let men take heed of 
their company. 


Henry V. 

The strawberry grows underneath the nettle, 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best 
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Neighbour'd by fruit of baser pualify. 

Government, though high and low and lower. 
Put into pai ts, doth keep in one consent, 
Congreeing m a full and natural close. 

Like music. 


Therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man m divers functions, 

Setting endeavour m continual motion ; 

To which is fried, as an aim or butt, 

Obedience ; for so work the honey-bees, 

Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king and officers of sorts , 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home. 
Others, like merchants, ventuie trade abroad 
Others, like soldiers, armed m their stings, 

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds ; 
Which pillage they vuth merrv march bring home 
To the tent royal of the.r emperor . 

Who, busied m lus majesty , surveys 
The singing masons building loofs of gold, 

The civil citizens kneec mg up the honey, 

The poor mechanic porters, ciowdmg m 
Their htavj burdens at his narrow gate, 

The sad eyed justice, v ith his suily hum, 



Beln erlng o er to executors pale 
The lazy yaw nmg drone I this infer 
Tint manv dungs ha\in° full re'eience 
T o one consent ma\ w ork contra iousl> 

As man> arrows loosed se\eral wavs 
Hv to one mark as mans wavs meet m one 

town 

As manv fresh streams meet in one salt sea 
As manv li les clcse m the dial s centre 
So n av a thousand actions once afoot 
F nd in one purpose and be all w ell borne 
Without defeat. 


It little faults proceeding on distemper 
Shall not b“ w ink d at how shall w e stretch our eye 
W hen capital crimes chew d sw allow d and 

digested 


Appear before us 


In cases of defence tis best to weigh 
The enemy more rnightv than he seems 
So the proportions of defence are fill a 
W hich of a w cak and niggardl} project on 
Doth like a miser spoil his coat v ith scanting 
A little cloth 

Fortune is p mted 11 nd with a mi filer afore her 
eves to s gi it} to vo tl at rortunc is blind 
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But poison’d flattery ? O I be sick, great 

gi earnest 

And bid thy ceremony give the cure 
Thmk’st thou the fiery fever ill go out 
With titles blow n from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Can’st thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s 

knee, 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud 

dream, 

That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose , 

I am a king that find thee , and I know 
’Tis not the balm, the sceptre and the ball, 

The swoid, the nnce, the ciown imperial, 

The intei tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The faiced title running fore the king, 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this w orld, 

No, not all these, thrrce gorgeous ceiemony, 

Not all these, laid in bed maj stical, 

Can sleep so soundly as the wi etched slave, 

Who with a body fill d and vacant mind 
Gets himself to rest, cramm’d with distressful 

bread , 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell, 

But like a lackey, from the use to set 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium . next day after dawn, 
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Doth rise and nelp Hj perion to his ictrse, 

And follows so the e\er running: 

W ith profitable labour, to his graved „> 

And but fo~ ceremony, such a wretcHi - 

W lndng up dajs with toil and nights ^ithHlekpi 
F'd the fo'e hand and \antageof a king. 

T1 e slaie, a member or the country’s peace, 

1 njoj s it but m gross brain little wots 

\\ hat watch the king keeps to mainain the peace, 

Whose hours the peasant best ad\ antages. 


King- Henry VI. 

PART I. 

GI0-5 is like a circle n the water, 

\\ hidi ne\ er ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till bv b-oad-spreading it disperse to nought. 

The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst Ins subjects and his roj al friends, 

As it die nimatcs Ins enemies 

btnl-c thoce that hurt, and hurt not those that 
help 
8 



One drop of blood drawn from thy cotmfry r 

bosom. 

Should grieve flhee more than streams ol foreign 

gore, 

'Tis much when sceptres are fn children s hards j 
But mote, when envy breeds tinVnd division ? 
There comes the rum, there begin* confusion 

''f o be a cfueen in bondage is more vif© 

Than is a slave m b'-se servility ; 

F01 ponses should free, 

King Henry VX. 

PART II. 

Sometimes hath the bughtest day ? clernd ; 
And after summer eve* moie suc^cds 
Barren winter, with his w rathful mpoing cold , 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. 

What strongei bieastolate than a heat t undaunted 1 
Thrice is he arm’d that hath his quarrel just, 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is coirupted. 
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Great men oft: die by vile bezonrans. 

A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
Murder’d sweet TuMy •: Brutus’* bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Caesar .; savage islanders 
P-ompey the Great. 


It is great sin to swear unto a sin, 

But greater sin to beep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity. 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring the widow from her custom’ d right, 
And have no other reason for this -wrong 
But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 


King Henry VI. 

PART III. 

Cowards fight when they can fly .no further 
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, allhcpeless of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 



What valour were it, when a car doth grin 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
When he might spurn him with his foot away ? 

It is war's to take all vantages, 

And ten to one is no impeach of valour* 

Harmful pity must be laid aside. 
To whom do lions Gast then gentle looks ? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick ? 

Not his that spoils her young before her face 
Who 'scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting 7 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back 
The smallest worm will turn being trodden on. 
And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood, 

Umeasonable cteatures feed their young , 

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes, 
Yet, m protection of their tender ones 
Who hath not seen them, even with those wings. 
Which sometime they have used with fearful 

flight. 

Make war with him that climbed unto their nest, 
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence 7 

Didst thou never hear 
That things ill got had evei bad success ? 
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And happy alwajs was it for that son 
Whose father for his hoarding: went to liell 

Ah 1 what a life were this 1 how sweet ! how 
lovel 

Gn es not the haw thorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking: on their silly sheep, 
Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
1 o kings, that fear their subjects treachefj ? 
O, j es ' it doth , a thousand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the shepherd s homely cuids, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince’s deli cates, 

His \ lands sparkling m a golden cup, 

His body couched m a curious bed, 

When cate, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

What stratagems, how fell how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel dail> doth beget. 

M> crown is m m> heart not on tm head , 

Not deck d with diamonds and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen , m> crown is call d content 
A crow u it is that seldom kings enjoj 
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I hold it cowardice, 
To lest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath paw n’d an open hand in sign of love. 


King* Richard III. 


Sorrow breass seasons and reposing "hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon tide 

night, 

Princes have but their titles foi their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And, foi unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a woild of restless cares : 

So that, between their titles and low names, 
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

1 11 not meddle with it (1 e. conscience) ; it 
makes a man a cow ard , a man cannot steal, 
but it accuseth him , a man cannot swear, but 
it checks him , a man cannot he with his 
neighbours wife, but it detects him ’tis a 
blushing sbamefast spirit, that mutinies m a 
man’s bosom , it fills one full of obstacles , it 
made me once restore a puise of gold that I 
found , it beggars any man that keeps it , it 
is turned out of all towns and cities for a 
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dangerous thing , and every man that means 
to Inc w ell, endeavours to Uust to himself and 
live without it 

When clouds are seen, wise men put on their 

cloaks , 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand , 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 

By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensiling danger ; as, by proof we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm 

0 momentary grace of mortal man, 

"tt b oh i e more hunt for tlnn the grace of God 1 
V* ho builds Ins hope in air of \ our good looks, 

Li\ es like a drunken sailor on a mast , 

Reach i ith eve y nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep 

If vou fight against God’s enctm , 
God will m justice ward you ns his soldiers , 

1 f y ou do sw eat to put a tyrant dow n, 

) You ‘•Jeep in peace, the tirant being slam , 

I f v ou do fight against y our countrv ’s foes, 

Your country’s fat shall pnv your pains the hire , 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives , 
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Your wives shall welcome home the conquerois ; 
If you do free your childien from the sword, 
Your children’s children quit it in your age. 

King Henry Vlli. 

o 

The tract of everything 
Would by a good discourser lose some life, 

Which action’s self was tongue »o. 

To dimb steep hills 

Requites slow pace at first . anger is like 
A full not hoise, who being allow’d his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. 


Be advised 5 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do smge yourself. We may outrun 
By violent swiftness that which we run at, 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire that mounts the liquoi till it run o er, 

In seeming to augment it wastes it. 

We must not stmt 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers , which ever, 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
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Tint 1 ne \ trim n d but b“iefit no fuitber 
T ban vainly longing \\ hit we oft do best, 

Ev sick m erpreters once weak ones is 
^ot o irs or no<- allow d what worst as oft, 

H tt ng a grosser quality is cried up 
I 01 our b“st act If we shill stand still 
In fea- our motion will be mocn. d or carp d it, 
\\ e should take roct here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only 


Things done w«H, 
A*\l with i care exempt themselves from fear, 
1 1 mgs done without example m their is«ue 
•are tc b" fea- d 


3Sew customs 

T1 ough tliev b° never so r diculous 

IS av let em b a unmanlv yet ire follow d 

\\ here \ou ire liberal of vour loves and counsels 
Be sure vou b« not 1 se for those you m*4e 
friends 

And give vour hearts to when thev once perceive 
I h* list rub ip your fortunes fall away 
I i*e water from \e never f ound again 
But where they mem to sink ve 
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T Tis better to be lowly born. 
And range With humble livers m content 
Than to be perk d ut> in a glistering grief 
And wear a golden sorrow , 

Orpheus with bis lute made trees. 

And the mountain tons that freeze. 

Bow themselves when he did sing , 

To bis mn9ic plants and flower 1 - 
Ever sprung , as sun and show ers 
Theie had mad' 1 a lasting spring, 

fivery thing that heard him play, 

Even the biflow s of the sea, 

Hung their heads, and then la> by. 

In sweet music 13 such art, 

Killing care and guef of heart 
Fall asleep, or hearing, die. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

Sd much they love it , hut to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as teirible as storms 

This is the state of man , to-day he put9 forth 
The tender leaves of hopes , to moirow blossoms, 
And beais his blushing honours thick upon him , 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost , 
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And, -whet) he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-npening, nips his root. 

And then he falls- 


Fling away ambition $ 

By that sm fell the angels ; how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by it ? 

Love thyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate 

thee ; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues : be just, and fear 

not. 

Let all the ends thou aira’st be thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, and truth’s. 


Those that tame wild horses 
Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle, 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 

spur ’em, 


Till they obey the manage. 


Men, that make 

Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Dare bite the best. 
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Troilus and Cressida* 

a 

Do jou know what man is ? Is not birth r 
beautj r good shape,, disco trse f manhood 
lea r ning r gentleness,. \ irtue \ outh 
hbeiality andsofoitb the spice and salt that 
season a man ? 

The ample proposition that hope- makes 

In all designs begun on earth below 

Pads in the promis d largeness checks and 

disasters 

Grow in the reins of actions highest rear d 
As knots by the conflux of meeting sap r 
Infect the sound pine and dn eit his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of youth 

In the proof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men the sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast making their via> 

With those of nobler bulk 1 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon behold 
The strong ri 3b d bark through liquid 

mountains cut. 

Bounding between the two moist elements, 
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Like Perseus 1 horse : where's then the saucy 

boat 

Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co^rivall’d greatness ? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show and valour’s worth divide 
In storms of fortune ; for in her ray and 

brightness 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brees 
Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted caks, 

And flies fled under shade, why then the thing 

of courage, 

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathise, 
And with an accent tun'd in selbsame key, 
Retorts to chiding fortune. 

When that the general is not like the hive 
To whom the forgers shall all repair, 

What honey is expected ? Degree being 

vizarded, 

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this 

centre 

Observe degree, priority, and place 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 

Office, and custom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
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In noble eminence enthron d and sphei’d 
Amidst the othei whose med cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets e\ il. 

And posts, like tne commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad but when the 

planets 

In evil mi\ture to disorder wander, 

What plagues and what portents, what mutmj , 
What raging of the sea, shaking of earth, 
Commotion m the winds, frights, changes 

horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixture! O ' when degree is 

shak’d, 

Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick How could communities, 
Degiees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogemtive and due of birth, 

Pierogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand m authentic place ? 

Take but that degree aw av , untune that string, 
And, hai k 1 what discord follows , each thing 

meets 

In meie oppngnancy the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 
And make a sop of all this solid globe 
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Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude son should strike his father dead 
1 orce should be right , or rather, right and 

wrong — 

Between whose endless jars justice resides — 
Should lose their names, and so should justice 

too. 

Then everj thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite , 

And appetite, a universal wolf, 

So doublj seconded with will and power, 

Must make perforce a universal prej, 

And last eat up himself, . . . 

This chaos, w hen degree is suffocate, 

1 ollows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is 
Th*t b> a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb The general s disdain d 
B\ him one step below, ne bj the next, 

That ne\t bv him beneath , so e\ ery step, 
Lvampled bv the first pace that is sick 
Ot his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation. 


The wound of peace is security , 
Surety secure , but modest doubt is call’d 
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The beacon of the wise, the tent that seaiches 
To the bottom of the worst. 


Manhood and honour 

Should have hare-hearts, would they but fat 

their thoughts 

With this ctamm’d reason : reason and respect 
Make liveis pale, and lustihood deject. 

What is aught but as ’tis valu d ? 

But value dwells not in pai ticular will ; 

It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well whetein ’tis precious of itself 
As m the pnzer. ’Tis mad idolatry 
To make the service gi eater than the god ; 

And the will dotes that is inclinable 
To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit. 

Pleasure and revenge 

Have eais more deaf than adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. Nature craves 

All dues be render’d to their owners , now, 

What nearer debt iti all humanity 
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted thiough affection, 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 
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There is a law in each vvell-order’d nation 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disob“dient and refractory. 


. , . To persist 

In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy 

He that is proud eats up himself Pride is lus 
own glass, his own trumpet, his own clno- 
nide , and wlwte\er praises itself but m the 
deed, dev ours the deed in the praise, 

Blind Fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer 
footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear to fear the v orst oft cures the worse. 

When we vow to weep seas, live m fire, cat ro ks, 
tame tigers , thinking it harder for our mis* 
tress to c.t_v ise imposition enough than for us 
to undergo anv cifncultj imposed This is 
the monstrosity in love, that the will is in 
finite, and the execution confined , that the 
desire is boundess, and the act a slave to 
limit 
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They say ah lovers swear more performance than 
they are able, and jet- reserve an ability that 
they nevei perfor ->• von mg more than the 
perfection of ten and discharging less than 
the tenth oart of one. Thej that have the 
voice of lions and the act of hares, are they 
not monsters ? 


Piicle hath no other glass 
1 o shoti itself Dtit pride, for onpnl^ knees 
Feed airogance and aie the poor man’s fees. 


’Tis ceitain, greatness, once fall’n out with 

fortune, 

Must fall out wnb men too What the dec'm d is 
He shall as soon read in the e\ es of others 
As feel m his own fall , for men, like butterPies, 
Show not their mealy wings but to the summet, 
And not a man, for being simplj man, 

Hath an> honour, but honour foi those honours 
That are without him, as places, riches, and 

favour, 

Frizes of accident as oft as merit 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers, 

The love that lean’d on them as slippery too, 
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Do one pluck down another, and together 
Djc ip the fall. 

The beauty that is borne here m the face 
1 he bearer knows not, but commends itself 
1 o others eves nor doth the eve itself — 

That n ost pure spirit of sense — behold itself. 
Not going from itself but eve to eve oppos’d 
Salutes each other with each other’s form , 

F or speculation turns not to itself 
T ill it hath trav ell d and is mirror’d there 
Where it aiaj see itself. This is not strange at 


No man is the lord of anything 
Thou-n m and of him there be much consisting— 
Till ic com nunicate his pa ts to others 
No- dotn lie or himself know th“m for aught 
'1 ill he b°hold them form d m the applause 
\\ here th^j re extended , who, like an arch, 

rev erberates 

T ne v oice again or, like a gate of steel 
F rout i g the sun lecen es ai d renders back 
His ft" e ana his heat 

Nature, \\ hat things there arc, 
Most object m regard, and dear m use ' 
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What things again most dear m the esteem 
And pool in worth ! 

O heavens f What some men do ; 
While so^e men leave to do 
How some men creep in skittish Fortune s hah 
While others play the idiots m her eves • 

How one man eats into another s pride, 

While pride is fasting m lus wantonness T 

Time hath, may lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great siz d monster of ingratitudes 
Those scrapes are good deeds past , which are 

devour d 

As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done Perseverance dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant 

away 

Foi honour travels m a strait so narrow 
Where one but goes abreast keep, then, the 

path , 

For emulation hath a thousand sons 
That one by one pursue if you give way, 

Or hedge aside fiom the direct forthright, 

Like to an enter d tide they all rush by 
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And leav e % ou hindmost 

0 like a gallant horse fall n in first rant 

1 ic there fir p \ement to the abject rear 

0 e run and t ampled on then what they do m 

present 

1 ho igh less than \ ours m past, most o er top 

yours 

T o- time is like a fashionable host 
1 hat <-hghtly shakes his parting guest by the 

hand, 

And v ith his arms outstretch d, as he would fly, 
Gnsps in Uie comer welcome e\ er smiles, 

And fa'ewell goes out sighing O ! let not virtue 
seek 

Remuneration for the thing it was 
I or Inautv , wit 

Huh Dirth v igour of bone, desert in service, 

I o\ e friendship clnnty are subjects all 

To eav ious and calumniating time 

One touch of nature makes the whole world km 

1 hat all with one consent praise new born gawds, 

1 hough thev are made and moulded of things 

past, 

And giv e to dust tint is a little gilt 

Mo'e land than gilt o cr duated 

The present eve praises the present object 
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Since things m motion sooner catch the eye 
Than what not stirs 

The providence that s m a u atchful state 
Knows almost every gram of Plutus gold, 

Finds bottom m the uncomprehensive deeps, 
Keeps place with thought and almost like the 

gods, 

Does thoughts unveil m their dumb cradles 
There is a mystery— with whom relahon 
Durst never meddle — m the soul of state, 

Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expression to 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath d than an effeminate man 
In time of action 

Sometimes we are devils to ourselves 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on then changeful potency 


O > then beware, 

Those v ounds heal ill that men do give 

themselves 

Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank danger , 
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And danger like an ague subth taints 
L\i_n when we «nt idl> m the sun 

Do not count it hol> 
To hurt b mg just it is as lawful 
] c r \ e w ould gn e much to use \ lolent thefts, 
Ana rob m the behalf of charity 

Coriolanus. 

There ss a time when all the bodv s members 
R b 11 d ngmn t th® b“lh t ms aeeus d it 
Tint oah like gulf it did remin 
I the midst of th bodj ldl** and inactn e 
b H cupboardi lg the \iand ne\er bearing 
Like labour with the rest, where the other 

instruments 

Did see and hear, de\ ise, instruct w alk feel 
And mutua h p-’rtic patt did minster 
Unto the '■pp ute and affection common 
Of the \ hole bods The belly answered — 


' True is it, nw incorporate friends ’ quoth he, 
* That I recei\ e the general food at first, 
Which jou do li\e upon and fit it is, 
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Because I am the stole house and the shop 
Of the \\ hole body but, if you do remember, 

I send it through the rivers of your blood, 

Even to the court, the heart, to the seat o' the 

biam ; 

And, through the cranks and offices of man, 

The strongest nerves and small inferior veins 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live. And though that all at once, 
You, my good friends 

Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each 
Yet 1 can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all, 

And leave me but the biam.’ 


Extremity was the trier of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear , 
That when the sea was calm all boats alike 
Show’d mastership m floating , fortune’s blows, 
When most stiuck home, being gentle wounded, 

ciaves 


A noble cunning. 


O world ! thy slippery turns. Friends now fast 
sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to weai one hear t, 
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Whose hour 1 - w ho c e bed, whose meal ana 

exercise. 

Are still toget’ e~ u 1 a tv . m as twere in love 
Unseparabl® shall v ithin this hour 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
I o bitterest enmity so fellest foes, 

W hose passions and whose plots have broke their 
sleep 

To tase the one the oil er, by some chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg shall grow dear 
friends 


And interjoin their issues 


So our Virtues 

Lie in the interpretation of the time , 

And po\ er, unto itself mos*. commendable. 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To evtol what it hath done. 

One fire dmes out one fire one nail one nail 
Rights by rights falter, strengths bv strengths 
do fail 

Titus Andronicus. 

rorsharre befriends and join for tha you jar 
Tis policy and stratagem must do 

11 
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That you affect \ and so- must you resolve 
That what you cannot as you would achieve,- 
Yon must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Coal-black is better than another hue. 

In that it scorns to bear another hue ; 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn the swan's black legs to white. 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood, 

Romeo And Juliet, 

Ala3 ; that, love' whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without eyes, see path-ways to his will* 


Why then, O brawling love 1 O loving hate \ 

O anything I of nothing first create. 

O heavy lightness l serious vanity ! 

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms l 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick 

health ! 

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! 

Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lover’s eyes : 
Being vex’d, a sea nourished with lover’s tears ; 



What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet* 


i talk of dream*, 

Which are the children -of an idle brain, 

Begot of nothing- but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air, 

And mote inconstant than the wind, who woos 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 

And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence, 
'Turning his face to the dew-dropping south, 

’The earth that’s uatuieks mother is her tomb:; 
What is her burying grave that 'is her \vo lffc, 

And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find, 
hi any for many virtues excellent. 

None but for some, and yet ah different* 

O ! mickle is the powerful grace that lie& 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities^ 
Ror nought so vile that on earth doth live 
But to the earth some special good doth give, 

•Nor aught so good but strain’d from that fair use 
’Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied, 

Ard vice sometime's by action dignified. 
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Within the infant rind of this weak flower 
Poison hath residence and medicine power 
F or tins, being- smelt, with that part cheers each 

part , 

Being tasted slays all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace and nide will 
And where the worser is predominant. 

Full soon the canl er death eats up that plant. 


Care keeps ni3 w atch m every old man’s e> e, 
And where care lodges, sleep will net er he , 

But wheie nnbruised youth with unstuff d brairs 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth 

Feign, 


These violent delights have violent ends, 

And m their tnnmph die, like fire and powder 
Which, as they kiss, consume the sweetest 

honey 

Js loatl some in bis own delicious ness 
And m the taste confounds the appetite , 
Therefore love moderately long love doth so , 
Too swift arrives as lardy as too slow. 



A lo\et nn\ be«tnde the gossamet 
'Tint idles m the want 1 summei an, 

And > et not fall , so light is vanity 

When gnping gtief the heart doth wound, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music with her sihef sound 

With >«p“edj help doth lend redress 

Timon of Athens. 


Our paecy is a gum which oozes 
1 rom whence ’tis nourish d the file 1 the flint 
Shows not till it be struck our gentle flame 
P o\okes itself and, like the curtent flies 
1 ach bound it chafes 

When Fortune m her shift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late b“lot d all his dependents 
\\ Inch labour d after him to the mountain s top 
L\cn on their knees and hands, let him slip 

down, 

Not one accompanj mg his declining foot. 

Ceremony was but detis d at first 
To set n gloss on faint d ccU Inflow welcomes 
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Rec'mti g " odness so r\ ere Lis shot 

Lut \ here there is true f lendsh p there needs 

noiie 


Here s that which is t o weak to be a sinner 
Ho lest water which ne er left man i the nnre 
*1 his hid nw food aic equal there s no odds 
1 easts are too p cud to gn e thanks to the gods 

Immortal gods I ua e no pelf 
I pray f l no man but my self 
Grant I ma\ ne\ er pro\ e so fcnd> 

To trust man on his oath or bond > 

Dr a hailot foi her weeping 
Or a dog that seems a sleeping 
Or a keeper with tin fteedom 
Oi m> fi e ds> if I should need em 

Vi hat heed we h&\e any friends if we shohld 
lie ei lia\e need of cm ? they were the most 
heedless creatures In ingj should we ne ei 
have use for em and would most resemble 
sweet instruments lit ng up m cases that 
keep their souhds to themselves 

I ike madness is the glory of this life 
As this pomp show® t a little oil ai d loot 



We make ourselves fools to dispoit out selves 

And spend our flatteries to drmk those men 

Upon whose age we void it up again 

\\ ith p i onous spite aid env 

Who lives tna«. s not depiaved or depraves 7 

Who dies that b°ars not one spurn to their grav es 

Of their friend s gift ? 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun 

Ah * when the means are gone that buy this 

praise, 

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made 
Teast won, fast lost one cloud of winter showers, 
These flies are couch d 

He s truly val ant that can wisely suffer 
7 he worst that man can breathe, and make his 

wrongs 

His outsides, to wear them like Ins raiment, 

carelessly , 

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

1 o bring it into danger 

If wrongs be evils and enforce ua kill, 

"What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill 1 
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O I the fierce wretchedness that glory brings ns. 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 

Who would be so mock’d with glory ? or so live, 
But in a dream of friendship ? 

To have this pomp and all what state compounds 
But only painted, like his varnish’d friends ? 

Gold ! yellow, glittering, precious gold 1 


Thus much of this will make' black white, foul 

fair, 

Wrong right, base noble, old young, coward 

valiant. 

Ha 1 you gods, why this 1 What this, you gods ? 

Why this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your 

sides, 

Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their 

head : 

This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accurs’d ; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench ; this is it 
That makes the wappen’d widow wed again ; 

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 
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W ould cist the co ge at, this embalms ana spice* 
To the April day ag-nn Come, damned earth 
Thou common whoie of mankind, that putt st 
odds 


\mo«g the rout ot nations 


Willing misery 

Outlives mcerlam pomp, is crown <3 before. 

The one is falling st 11 never complete 
The other at high wish best state contentless, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 
Worse than the worst content 


0 thou sweet kng killer, (ic gold) and dear 

dn orce 

*rwi\t natural son and sire * thou bright defiler 
Of H\ men s p nest bed * thou \ahant Mars ! 

Thou ever >oung, fresh lov’d aad delicate 

w ooer, 

Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian s lap ' thou visible god 
Tint sol er st close impossibilities 
And nnk st them kiss that speak st w ith e\ erj 
tongue 

1 o e\ crj purpose ' O thou touch of hearts 1 


12 
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Think thy slave man rebels, and by thy virtue 
Set them mto confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world m empire. 


There s boundless theft 


In limited professions 

1 he sun s a thief and w'th his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea , the moon s an arrant thief, 
And her pale file she snatches from the sun , 

1 he sea s a thief, vi hose liquid surge resolves 
The moon i ito salt tears , the earth s a thief, 
lhat feeds and breeds by a compostuie stolen 
From genei al excrement , each thing s a thief 
The laws, jour curb and whip, m their rough 

power 


Have uncheck'd theft 


But thieves do lose it 


nothi ig can you steal 


Good is the best Promising is the very air o' 
the tune it opens the eyes of expectation , 
performance is ever the dullei for his act 
and, but m the plainer and simpler kind of 
people, the deed of saving is quite of use 
To promise is most courtly and fashionable , 
performance is a kind of will oi testament 
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winch n _ gues a great sickness in Ins judgment 
that makes iL 


Wliat a god s gold, 
Tl at is worshipped in n baser temple 
1 Inn where swine feed 4 

’ I is thou that rigg st the bark and plough st the 
foam, 

Settlest admired re\eience in a slave 
1 o thee be worship and thy saints for a\e 
Be crown d with plagues that thee alone obey 


Julius Caesar. 


stony tower nor walls of beaten biass 
Koi an less dungeon nor strong links of non 
Can b n retentive to the sliength of spirit 
But life being wearv of those worldlv bars, 
ISever lacks power to dismiss itself 


But tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is \oung ambition s ladder, 

\\ hcieto the climber upward turns his face , 

Put w hen he once attains the upmost round. 

He then u: io the laedtr turns his back, 
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Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which' he did ascend. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing" 

And the first motion, all' the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or hideous dream : 

The genius and the moital instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man* 

Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection, 

O conspiracy ! 

Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by 

night* 

When evils are most free ? Of then by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? seek none, 

conspiracy ? 

Hide ft in smiles and affability ; 

For if thou path, thy native semblance on* 

Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


When love begins to sicken and decay, 

1 1 useth an enforced ceremony. 

1 hei e are no tricks in plain and simple faith p 
But hollow men, like lioiscs hot at Land, 
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Make gallant show and promise of their mettle , 
l5ut when the\ shoo’d cnauie the blood\ cpur, 

I hev fall their crests a d like deceitful jades, 
Sink m the tr 'll 

1 h re is a tide i i th° affairs of men 
\\ Inch taken at the flo d 1 *>c s on u foi tune , 
Omitted all the \o\age of then life 
Is bound m shallows and in miseries 

And we must take the curient when it series, 

Oi lose our \ entures 

0 hateful error, melanchoJj s child I 

\\ hv dc st thou show to the apt thoughts of meil 

1 he things that are not 1 O error 1 soon concen ed, 
T hou ne\er com st Unto a happy bi th, 

hut kill st the mother that engender d thee 


Macbeth, 

Olteutimcs to w in Us ti < ir harm, 
'1 he instillments of darkness tell us tiuth , 

\\ m us with honest trifle*? «.o b^trav s 
In deepest onsed ence 
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Sleep that knits the ravell’d sleeve of care, 

The death of each day’s life, sore laboui’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, gieat nature’s second course, 
Chief nouuslnr in life’s feast. 


Blood will have blood ; 

Stones have been known to move and trees to 

speak , 

Augurs and understood relations have 

maggot pies and choughs and looks brought 

foi th 


The seciet’st man of blood. 


To-morrow, and to rnoirow, and to morrow, 
Cieeps m this petty pace from day to-day, 

To the last syllable of lecorded time , 

And all our vesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, bnef candle I 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
1 hat struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 

And then is heard no n ore , it is a tale 
Tcld bv an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Sigi if>wg nothing. 



Hamlet. 


— o 

1 o perset ere 

In obstinate condolment is a cout^e 
Of mipiou stubbornness us unmanly grief 
It shows a will most mcoriect to hea\en 
A heart unfoitified a mind impatient 
An understanding simple and unschool d 
I or w hat w e know must b° and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense 
Why should w e m our pee\ ish opposition 
Take it to heart ? Tie > tis a fault to heaven 
A fault against the dead a fault to nature 
lo i cason most absurd whose common theme 
Is death of fathers and who still hath cried 
Tron the hist corse till he hath died to da\ 

1 his must be so 


These few precepts in tin memory 
Look thou charncter Gn e thy thoughts no 

tongue 

Isor any unproportion d thought Ins act 
Be thou familiar but by no means uilg'T 
1 he fi lends thou hast, and their adoption tried 
Grappl them to thy soul with hoops of steel 
But do not dull thy palm with entcrt'unmcnt 
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Of each ne \ ha ch 1 unfledg d comiade 

Beware 

Of entrance to a quariel but being in 
Bear t that th opposed mav beware of thee 
Give ever} ma i thine ear but few thy voice 
Take each man s censure but reserve thy 

judgment 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buj 
But not express d in fancy rich not gaud} 

For the apparel oft proclaims the ma i 


Neither a borrower nor a lender oe 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry 
This above all to thine ownself be true 
And it must follow as the night the da^ 
Thou canst not then be false to any man 


What a piece of work is a man ? How noble in 
reason 1 how infinite in facult ' i i foi m in 
moving how express and admi able 1 in 
action how like an angel l m apprehension 
how like a god l the beauty of the w orld ! the 
paragon of animals ' And yet to me what 
is this quintessence of dust ? 



When we have shuffled off this mortal coj;, 

Must give us pause# There’s the respect 

That makes calamity of so ton*? life - 

For v/ho would bear tbs whips and scorns of 

time 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's 

contumely 

The pangs of d'spn/’d love, the law's delaj . 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient meat of the umvoitby takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a baie bodkin? Who would fm dels bear, 
To grunt ard sweat undei a weary life. 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscover’d country from whose bourn 
No travellei returns, puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we wnow not of ? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sickbed o'er w ith the pale cast of thought, 

And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 

And lose the name of action. 

What we do determine oft \\ e break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory, 

Of violent bn th, but poor validity , 
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Which no iv, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree 
But fall unshaken when they mellow be. 

Most necessary his that we forget 

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt ; 

What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion -ending, doth the purpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy * 
Where joy most revels grief doth most lament, 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor Tis not strange, 
That even our love should with our fortunes 

change 

For ’tis a question left us yet to prove 
Whe’r love lend fortune or else fortune love 
The great man down, you mark his favourite 

flies , 

The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend, 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend ; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 


Our wills and fates do so contrary run 
That our devices still are overthrown, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our 

own. 
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The single and peculiar life is bound" 

With all the strength and armour of the mind! 

To keep itself from novnnce ; but much more 
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone, but, like a gulf doth draw 
What’s near it with it ; it is a massy wheel', 

Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount. 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis’d and adjoined ; which, when it falls. 
Each small annexment, petty consequence, 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 

Of habits devil, is angel yet in this. 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock or livery. 

That apflv ie put on, 

I*' or use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And masters ev’n the devil or tlirhw him out 
With wondrous potency. 

Diseases desperate grown 
p.v desperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Or not at all. 



..—it is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 

Sure he that made us with such large discourse, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To fust in us unus’d. 

’Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander 
returneth into dust; the dust is earth ; of 
earth we make loam, and why of that loam, 
whereto he was converted, might they not 
stop a beer-barrel ? 

Imperious Caesar, dead and turn’d to day, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 

6 ! that earth, which kept. the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s flaw. 


Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well 
When our deep plots do pall ; and that should 

teach us 

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
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King Lear. 


Thmk’st thou that dusy shall have dread to 

speak 

When power to flattery bows? To plainness 

honour’s bound 

When majesty falls to folly. 

This is the excellent foppeiy of the world, that, 
when we are sick in fortune, — often the 
surfeit of our own behaviour, — we make 
guilty of oiu disasteis the sun, the moon, and 
the stars , as if we weie villains by necessity, 
fools bv heavenly compulsion, knaves, 
thieves, and tieachers by spherical predomm- 
ence, diunkards, liais, and adulterers by an 
enforced obedience of planetary influence , 
ana all that we are e\il in, by a divine tluust- 
ing on. an admirable evasion of a wdioie- 
inastei man, to lav his goatish disposition on 
the charge of a star 

Ingratitude, thou marble-heai ted fiend, 

Mure hideous, when thou show’s! thee m a child, 

Than the sca-monstei. 
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T athers that wear ragi 
Do make their children blind 
tut father s that beai baes 
Shall see their childien km 1 
Fortune that am it \ho e 
he er turns the ke> to the poor 

That sir which series and seeks for gam 
And follow s but for form 
W ill pack w hen it begins to ram 
And lea\ es thee in the Scorm 

O 1 reason not the need , our basest beggars 
Are m the poorest thing superfluous 
Allow not natuic more than nature needs 
Man s life ib cheap as lyast s 


To wilful men 

Th" mjutics that the> themsehcs procure 
Mu-,t b" their schoolmasters 

M here the greater malady is fi\ d 
The lesser is scarce felt Thou dst shun a b°ar 
But if tbs flight hi toward the roaring sea 
1 hou st meet the tr ar i the mouth When the 
mind s free 

The bod> s delicate the empest in m\ mind 
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Doth fiom my senses take all feelings else 
Save what beats there Filial mgiautude ! 

J s it not as this mouth should tear this hand 
For lifting food to ’t 


Take physic, pomp 

Expose thyself to feel what wt etches feel, 

That thou mavst shake the supetflux to them, 

And show the heavens more just 

Take heed o’ the foul fiend Obev thy parents ; 
keep thy woict justlv sweat not, commit 
not with man’s sworn spouse, set not thy 
sweet heat ton proud auay. 

He’s mad that trusts m the tameness of a wolf, a 
horse s health, a boy’s love, or a wdioie's 
oath. 

When we our betteis see bearing out w'oes, 

We scaicelj' think our miseries our foes 

Who alone suffers most 1 the mind, 

Leaving fiee things and happy shows behind ; 

But then the mind much suffeiance doth ovei- 

skip, 

When guef hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
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lx Vhc supeihuous and lust dieted nrai\ 

That slaves j oi_r ordinance that will not see 
Because hedc'h rot fee? fee 1 your povve r <juiu ly * 
So distribution spum’d undo excess. 

And e^cl ni n 2 ave enough. 

Othello. 

Why, the~e s no remedy tts the curse of tl e 
service^ 

Preferr em poe^ by letter and affection 
kot by the old gradation v here each second 
Stood heir to the first 

\\ c can v 't a’l b- masters por all maste s 
Cannot b“ tnlv follow d \ ou shall mark 
M-my a duteous and kree crooking kn^ve 
1 lnt, doing or h s ow n obseomous bondage 
\\ tars out his time much like his mast“t s ass 
For nought out prov ender and he s o J d cashier a 
M hip me such hon st knaves Others there are 
Who trimm d m forms and v isages of dutv 
keep vet their hearts attending on the is hes 
Ard throwing but shows of se r v ice on their lord* 
Do well thrive b\ them and when they have lin d 
their coats 

H 
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Goes to and tpck, lackeying the varying tide) 

1 o lot itself with motion 

We, ignorant of ourselves, 

Beg otten our own harms which the wise powers 
l)en\ us for our good so find we profit 
Bv losing of ouis prayers 

Though it be hone«t it is never good 
To oring bad news give to a giacious message 
A host of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
'lhemsehes when they be felt, 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

If that die former dare but what it can, 

No chance may shake it 

I trow th“ deni himself will not eat a woman , I 
know that a Woman is a dish for the gods, if 
the devil dress her not But, truly, these 
same who-eson devils do the gods great 
h^rm m their women for m every ten that 
they make, the devils mar five, 

Cymbeline. 

Most miserable 

Is tl t desire ,h* , t s r.] 0 ions Ll*-s s d be those, 



110 


How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 
Which seasons comfort. 

What 1 are men mad I Hath nature given them 

eyes 

To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, whicn can distinguish ’twixt 
The fiery orbs above and the twinn’d stones 
Upon the number’d beach ? and can vie not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
*T\\ lxt fair and foul ? 


*Tis gold 

Which buys admittance , oft it doth , yea, and 

makes 

Diana s rangeis false themselves, yield up 
Then deei to the stand o* the stealer, and ’tis gold 
Which makes the Hue men kill d and saves the 

thief , 

Nay, sometimes hangs both thief and tiue man 

What 


Can it not do and undo ? 


There s tio motion 

That tends to vice in man but I affirm 
It is the Woman’s put , be it l\mg, note it, 
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The tt onnn s fluttering hers deceit mg hers 

Ambitions cnertings change of prid s, disdain, 

Nice 3ongin„ slai der mutabilut 

All fn ilts tiatman maj mme my that hell know s, 

\\ lit her m part or all but rather, all 

I or c\ en to \ ice 

1 bet are not constant but are changing still 
One \ ic but of a minute old for one 
^>t half so old as that 

Pericles. 


Jot e to hear the sms thc> lot e to act 


\\ ho has *> bool of all that monarchs do 
le « more secure to keep it shut than shown , 

>r vice repmt^d is like the w and ring tt md, 
blot s a s t m others etes to spread itself 
And jet the erd o* all is bought thub dear, 

Tli nreath i« gone and the sore et es see clear 
To stop the air would hurt them The blind 

mole casts 

r o Dd hills toward- lmaten to till the earth is 

A throng d 

man s oppression and the poor worm doth 

die for t. 
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Kings aie earth’s gods , m vice then law’s their 

will , 

And if Jove shay, who dare say Jove doth ill ? 

Time’s the king of men 
He’s both th~ir parent, and he s their giave, 

And gives them w hat he will, not what they cravt 

I hold it ever, 

V n ue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches , careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend, 

But immortality attends the former. 

Making a man a god. 








